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tian was at least more consistent. How quick Bentinck was to
understand what she meant! It was certainly hotter. Like
that game you played when you were little: with your eyes
blindfolded. Warm... warmer. Fritz must be afraid of some-
thing. Or less afraid. He was the kind of man who would
always go armed openly if he dared; he loved weapons: a pis-
tol in his belt, a rhino sjambok in his hand, a kiboko. She
wished he would not try to touch her.
'Don't, Fritz. I want to think... and I'm tired.3
Tonight,' he said, 'later, when...'
'No, not again.'
'But...'
She did not let him go on. She called Channel. 'I want
you to give me something to make me sleep. I am very nerv-
ous tonight.'
Til get you something.'
Of course, she was not going to take it. But his coming
back with the medicine would break up the party. She had
enjoyed it, but Fritz was getting on her nerves. You could
have enough of anything, certainly of a Nazi. For an in-
stant she thought of changing her mind. Then she decided
against it. Later. Let him wait. She would get nothing out
of him in this mood. She was glad she had not asked Owen
to come ovqr: not at the same time as Sebastian again if she
could help it. He had no tact. He would keep talking about
the Batanga girls... of how their education was progressing.
Their education in what?
Channel was at her side with a glass. 'Drink this,' he said.
'Later. Give it me. I'll take it in bed.'
They were going. Sebastian had followed Channel. They
would talk and drink till dawn at his house.
Fritz bowed over her hand. This time his heels did click.
She almost laughed as she thought of his tennis shoes. Wilson
was standing opposite her.